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Hair 

Henkka knocked back another beer and giggled. 

Elias giggled along with him and started a new beer. 

Marko rolled his eyes, taking a swig of beer and half watching the movie playing on the bus TV. "This is crap." 
Henkka chuckled. "Well yeah, that's what makes it good" 

Marko blinked and shrugged. "Whatever." 


Elias grabbed a handful of chips from the bowl. He stuffed them into his mouth and washed them down with 


beer. 
Marko pushed his long hair off his shoulders and sighed. "I really need to cut this. It's a pain in the ass." 


Henkka arched an eyebrow. "Then why don't you?" 


Marko shrugged. "Never have any time. Plus my girlfriend likes it long. If she only knew how much of a pain in 


the ass it is to take care of, she wouldn't like it so much." 

Elias choked on his beer and coughed loudly. "What do you mean take care of it? Make, your hair is filthy." 
Marko frowned and finished his beer. "It is not.” 

Henkka snorted. "Yeah it is. It's nasty at all times. Do you even wash it?" 

Marko rolled his eyes. "Like it keeps you away from grabbing it when we're fucking." 

Elias giggled and grabbed move chips. "He's got you there." 


Henkka finished his beer. "That's different. Plus I'm distracted by the fucking. Afterward, you couldn't pay me 
to touch it." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


Henkka wrapped his arm around Marko and pulled him close. "Make, your hair is nasty. It has been since I've 
known you. Face it, it will always be that way." 


Elias nodded and then sat straight up. "Unless we cut it!" 


Henkka grinned and reached over to pat Elias on the arm. "Now you're talking. | cut my daughter's hair all of 


the time; Make's would be no sweat." 
Marko wiggled in Henkka's arms. "No fucking way. You're buzzed and in no condition to cut anyone's hair." 


Henkka nuzzled along Marko's neck. "I'm not even half buzzed, Make, and you know it. ! bet you | could give you 


a haircut that you'll like." 
Marko's eyebrow rose. "Bet? How much?" 


"I knew that would get your attention" Henkka thought for a minute before answering. "How about fifty 


Euros?" 


Marko snorted "That's a bullshit bet, Henkka. I'm not letting you touch my hair for anything less than a 
hundred." 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Fine, have it your way. A hundred Euros if | can give you a haircut that you'll like.” 


Elias looked up from his beer. "I don't have to bet, do |?" 


Marko glanced down at Henkka. "Remind me to never let him near my hair.’ 


Henkka chuckled and wiggled out of Marko's arms in search of some scissors. "Hell, | wouldn't let him near my 


hair sober." 


KRKE KEEK Æ 


Marko fidgeted on the folding chair. He glanced up at Henkka, who was smiling with a pair of scissors in his 


hand, with trepidation. "Maybe this wasn't such a good idea." 
Henkka rolled his eyes. "There's no backing out now, Make. Plus, how bad could | possibly make it?" 
Marko sighed. "Just don't give me a buzz cut. | hated those as a kid." 


Henkka took a swig of beer and glanced down at the scissors in his hand. "I'm not drunk enough to be able to do 


that with just a pair of scissors. If | start running for my razor, then you can stop me." 

Marko frowned and glanced around the room. "Where the hell is Elias?" 

Henkka chuckled. "He's passed out in front of the TV, snoring loud enough to wake the dead." 

Marko snorted. "How the hell is he such a lightweight after all these years?" 

Henkka shrugged and started to comb Marko's hair. "Hell if | know. Maybe he's getting soft in his old age?" 
"Not according to Tony." 

Henkka giggled and snipped off some hair. "Yeah well, Tony is biased as they come. Just as long as he gets laid 
regularly, he doesn't care about the details. At least this relationship is working out better than the one with 
Jani." 


Marko sighed. "Yeah. Though if Elias ever tries to take a swing at Tony, I'll kill him." 


"Not likely. He'd just as soon cut off his playing hand than hit Tony. No matter how much Tony drives him 


nuts. 
Marko tapped his socked feet on the open trash bag underneath the chair. "Any progress?" 


Henkka cut off a few more inches and stepped back to admire his handiwork. "Make, do you ever comb your 


hair? | swear it's all split ends all the way up to the root." 


Marko frowned and shrugged. "| comb my hair plenty." 


"Yeah and you're lying through your teeth as well" Henkka glanced at it from every angle. "I don't know what 
I'm going to do with this mess." 


Marko shuffled in his seat. "Well, um.does that mean | win the bet?" 


Henkka snorted. "Not on your life, Paasikoski. I'll figure out something, but how far are you willing to go besides 


a buzz cut?" 


Marko shrugged. "I don't know. | mean, I've had it short before and it wasn't too bad. Though it got in my eyes 


a lot on stage" 
Henkka nodded. "Yeah | remember that. So no bangs, got it. How about the back?" 
"Fuck if | know, | cant see it back there” 

Henkka chuckled and finished off his beer. "Then I'm free to play with it" 

RR RK 


Ten minutes later Henkka stepped away from the chair and walked around Marko. He cocked his head to the 


side and moved around to get every angle. 
Marko rolled his eyes and started to get up from the chair. 

Henkka pushed him back down "Give me a second, ok? Just making sure it's even" 
Marko snorted. "IF | didn't know better, I'd say you were sober.” 


Henkka chuckled. "Never said | was drunk in the first place, you just assumed because | was pressed up against 


you." 


Marko blinked. "And what about the cans of beer you've been downing? Was that all an act?" 


"Nope, but beer does nothing for me in general. | can drink and drink, and maybe get slightly buzzed. Get me 


near some hard liquor like Jaeger and then l'm a mess" 

Marko chuckled. "So, do | pass your test?" 

Henkka smiled and nodded. "Go see for yourself in the bathroom and let me know what you think" 
Marko got up and stopped. He turned back and leered. "You're not joining me?" 


Henkka rolled his eyes. "Later, Make. I've got a bet riding on this in case you forgot" 


"| never forget when money is on the line." 
Henkka watched him go. He chuckled to himself and picked up the used trash bag from the floor. 

KEEKEEKE 

When Marko returned, Henkka was staring at his laptop and chuckling. 

Marko sat beside him on the couch. "I look like Jon Bon Jovi." 

Henkka laughed and ran his fingers through Marko's short hair. "Yeah kind of, | guess!" 

Marko's eyelashes fluttered. He groaned when Henkka stroked his hair again 

Henkka grinned and brushed Marko's bare neck with his fingertips. "I think | can get used to this." 

Marko turned and slid his hand down Henkka's t-shirt. He leaned in closer to Henkka's face. "Let me thank you" 
Henkka snorted and pushed Marko away. "You owe me a hundred first 


Marko chuckled and slipped his hand under the shirt, tickling the belly below along the way. "So | have to pay to 
play?" 


"Well, | guess | could let it go this once, but | wouldn't want you to think I'd gone soft on you." 
Marko leered and buried his hand into Henkka's jeans. "And we can't have that, now can we?" 
Henkka groaned and stroked Marko's hair. "Definitely not. But you still owe me a hundred." 


Marko laid Henkka flat on the couch and undid Henkka's pants. He leaned down to kiss the trail of hair leading to 
Henkka's cock. "Put it on my tab." 


